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Then the dead men fouled the scuppers and the

wounded filled the chains,
And the paint-work all was spatter-dashed with

other people's brains,
She was boarded, she was looted, she was scuttled

till she sank,
And the pale survivors left us by the medium of

the plank.

O! then it was (while standing by the taffrail on

the poop)
We could hear the drowning folk lament the absent

chicken-coop;
Then, having washed the blood away, we'd little

else to do
Than to dance a quiet hornpipe as the old salts

taught us to.

O! the fiddle  on the fo'c's'le,  and the slapping

naked soles,
And the genial   ' Down the  middle   Jake,   and

curtsey when she rolls!'